EVENING BY A LAKE
nnHERE is a voice of many streams,
1   And whispering of countless leaves, And slumb'rous sound of distant life, Like breathing calm of one who weaves Across the night a way of dreams, Whilst the light in shredded gleams Comes to this vale, and in the west Still the passing daylight gives Visions of eternal rest.
There falls a calm upon the lake, And on the land is nothing loud; Clear is the evening-tinted sky Save for some flecks of fleecy cloud High in the heavens, swiftly flown Like grey shreds of wool far blown From immortal flocks that stray In some unseen pasture-lands Beyond the brink of day.
From the mists the night arises, And the new-born moon appears A bended wisp of silver light, Which through a starry channel steers Among the fresh-massed clouds until The shadows shorten on the hill Where the cow-bells make a sound, Musical as waters wide Rippling near the pasture-ground. 77